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graph shop in the corner house near the front of the Cathedral. *Ah,'
he cried, 'Madame Tournon. But,' he said sadly, 'it is all gone now.
It was bombarded in the siege/ 1 hope/ said the poor broken
soldier with a sad and deep sigh, 'England will never see such a war
as that/
Saturday, 16 May
This day ten years ago I walked to Bath and back. This afternoon
I drove with my Father to Seagry through the snowy May bushes
and golden brown oaks and lovely hedgerows of Sutton Lane.
Charles Awdry went with us to the river and Seagry Mill, and we
lay back on the river bank talking while my Father fished. It was a
glorious afternoon, unclouded, and the meadows shone dazzling
like a golden sea in the glory of the sheets of buttercups. The deep
dark river, still and glassy, seemed to be asleep and motionless except
when a leaf or blossom floated slowly by.
Expectation Sunday, 17 May
We shall not have a more lovely Sunday than this has been. The
hawthorn bushes were loaded with their sweet May snow, and in
the glowing afternoon sun the sheets of buttercups stretched away
under the bright elms like a sea of gold.
Whitsun Day, 24 May
After Church I visited and read to old John Hatherell and Hannah
gave me a glass of their excellent parsnip wine.
Whitsun Monday, 25 May
At 9 o'clock I went through the mowing grass of the homefield
(Cambridge's) to the John Knights' dairy and Fair Rosamund
brought me a jug and glass and dipped me up some sweet warm
whey as she used to do last summer. She and her mother were
breaking curd and making cheese in the great tin tub.
I went down to Greenway Lane Farm by the quiet meadows
fragrant with the incense of evening prayers. How sweet and still
and pure after the noise and dust and crowd and racket of the town,
the fine aad smart dresses, the tawdry finery, the flaunting ribbons
and the uproar of the cheese market where the band was thundering
and the dancers whirling. Here the sweet flowers were blossom-
ing and the only sound was the birds singing very quietly.

